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Author's Notes: 
| got this idea today at therapy while finishing up Nikki's Heroin Diaries. 


| never thought I'd pair Nikki with Vince but the whole part in the book about Vince saying he cried over Nikki's 
death because he loved him just SCREAMED to me to write something relating to that sooo.. Here goes it! 


| know it's a little short but, meh, that's a good thing sometimes. :D 


Warnings: Foul language. 


"You bastard! How could you do that to me?!" He screamed. | just stood there in shock, letting it all sink in, the 


overdose, the death and coming back from it and now.. | had come home to a very emotional Vince Neil. 
Fuck. All | wanted to do was shoot up again but, with him here it wasn't happening. 


"They called and said you were dead.." He was sniffling between his sobs. For the first time | feel bad that 


Vince - my Vince - was crying. This wasn't some bitch fit or bratty tantrum.. His tears and concerns were 


sincere. 


| didn't know what to make of what | was seeing. Never would | thought someone actually cared about me.. 
Someone loved me that much and to cry because they thought they had lost me. | never imagined it would be 
Vince, despite the fact we were together. He's never cried over me and it sounds so cliché but | feel all warm 


and fuzzy inside. 


"Vinny." | didn't know what to say to him, honestly. "Im sorry... Wrong choice, | guess because he scowls at 


me. 


"That doesn't make it okay! | nearly lost youl” He yells, then sits back on my bed. He hides behind his hands and 
| honestly feel terrible. 


| go over to my bed and sit beside him. "Vince, look at me." | order sternly and he hesitates but does so 
regardless. He looks like a mess but tonight it's attractive in its own way. 


| never felt so much love like Vince is now showing me. "| had no idea you felt so strongly about me Vinny.. | 
always thought the sex kept you here, not your heart" | have to grin at that but it doesn't smooth things 


over with him. He is still sniffling and tears are forming again. 


"Come here" | say, holding out my arms to offer him the embrace | know he needs. He accepts it and nuzzles 


into my chest. | hold him tightly. 


"Promise you'll never touch it again." He mutters and | sigh. "Please... | can't lose you too." God, how can | 
resist? But the thought of another hit makes me shiver. Smack has been my friend and lover; it has been all | 


need.. Could Vince Neil Wharton really change that? 


"Babe" | push him back a bit, to stare into those deep brown eyes of his. "I'll try.. For you, I'll try." | say. | have 
never submitted to anything other than drugs but, this felt right. For once, | wasn't scared. | trusted Vince. | 
trusted that he could get me through. 


"You can never leave me, | love you..' He says. l'm stunned again. Vince has rarely - if at all - admitted that to 


me. He was just as insecure on commitment as | was. 


| wanted to say it back though. Honestly, | did. But, those three words evaded me. All | could do was kiss him 
and pull him in close again, hugging him tightly. 


| probably promised a thousand times that I'd never touch smack again to calm his fears and to stop his tears 
but, honestly, I'm not sure though. The only thing l'am sure of is I'll try and that | have no intentions of leaving 
my Vince again. 


